
The T.mgtdie of 

' Which brtachde this poyforr. 

Rage muft be wichftood : 

Giue me his gage 5 Lions make Leopards tame. 

A4uwb. Yea.but not change his fpotsytake but my fhame, 

And I refiw nemy gage ,my :deare deare Lord . 

Thcpureft treafure .mortal! times affbord. 

Is fpotleflcTeputation,that away ; 

Men arc but guildcd Loame,or painted Clay ; 

A Iewell in astenne times bard yp Chert, 

Isa bold Spirit in a loyall Breaft 

Mine Honour istny life, both grow in one j 

Take Honour from me,and my life is done. 

Then (dearemy Leige) mine Honour let me try. 

In that Iliue, and for that will I die. 

Kmg. Coofin, throw vp your ga°;ci do you be»in 

Cl ^ur r° G $? d n e cn m ? foulc ^n^chdeepetmne, 
ohall I leeme Creft-fajlen inmy fathers 



Sliall wound my Honour with fuch feeble vvron» 
^h linc ^ bale a parlee, my teeth lhall teare 

1 he flauifh mo tiuc of recalling fcarc, 

And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace. 

Where /name dothharbour, euen in Mowbraicsface 

* Cw $- We wcrc borne to fue,butto coromaimdt 
Which hncc we can not do, to make you friendes 
Be ready (as yoor.life ihalianfwtrc it) ' 

At Couinirie vpon Saint Lambards day : 

There /hall your Swords and Launces arbitrate 
1 he fwelling difference of your fed cd hate ; 
bmcc we cannot atone you,you /hall fee 
Iuftice defigne the Viftors chiualrie. 

Lord Mar fliall, commaund our Officers at Aimes 
Be readie to ditc& the fe home allarmes. « ** * 



Enter 1 ohnof Gaunt jx>hh the Dutcheffc of Gloctftcr. 
Alas the part I had in Woodftacksblood, 
Poth more folhotcme, then yourcxclaumei 
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Richard the Second . 

To fibre again fl thebutchers ofhis life.' 

But finee correftion lyetli in thofe handcs, 

"Which made the fault that wc connoT correct. 

Put we our quarrell to the will of hcauen; 

Who when they fee the hower's ripe on earth. 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades. 

Dutchtfi. Findes brotherhood in thee 110 fharper. fpttrre? 
Hath loue in thy old blood no. lining fire? 

Edwards feauen fonnes, whereof thy felfe art one, 
feauen Viols of his facrcd blood, 

Orfeauenfaire Branches fpringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feauen arc dryed by Natures courfej 
Some of thofe Branches by the Deftinies cut : 

But T homos my deare Lord, my life, ray Cjloccfter t 
One Viollfullof Edwards facred blood, 

Onefiourifhing Branch ofhismoft royall roote 
Is craft, and all the precious liquor fpilt. 

Is hackt downe,andhis fumnierlcaues all faded 
By Enuieshand, and Murders bloodieaxe. 

Ah gaunt, his blood was thine, that bed,that wombe, 
Thatmettall,that felfe mould, that fafhioned thee. 

Made him a man : and though thou liueft and breatheft, 

Yet art thou flame in him 5 thou doft content 
In fome largemeafureto thy fathers death, 

In that thou feeft thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was themodell ofthy fathers life : 

Call it not Patience, Cjamtjt is Difpairc, 

In fufferingthus thy Brother to be flaughtredj 
Thou fhewcfl: the naked pathway to thy life. 

Teaching fterne Murder how to butcher thee: 

That which in meane men we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breaftes. 

Wh at lhall I fay ? to fafegard thy owne life, 

Thebcft way is, to venge my Cjtocefters death. 

Cjamt. Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubftitute. 

His deputie annoynted in his flght, 

Hath caufd his death •, the which if wrongfully, 

Let Heauen reuenge,for I may neuer lift 

B. An. 
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